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: And quite forget my petticoat. 
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$ONGSE, S . 
In THE | 


BATTLE of HEXHAM, 


S one LD. Axor. 
: 5 


Tu minciog tep, the woman's ais, 
The tender ſigh and ſoften'd note, 


Poor Adeline muſt now forſwear, 
Nor think upon the petticoat. 


Since Love has led me to the field, 
The ſoldier', phraſc I'll learn by rote; 
I'll talk of drums, of ſword and ſhield, _ 


When the loud cannon's roar I hear, 
And trumpet's bray with brazen throat; 
nn 


* 
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IV. 
ger ah! bo Night the tgrroes paſt, 7; A < 
If he, on whom I fondly doat 


Is to my arms reſtor'd laſt !—— 
| Then gre me back my ra 
„ — „„ —˙ .. — # 3 2 


1 0 N G—Dx. Anrvoln. 
Gregory Gubbing, Mr. Epwrx 
What's a valiant hero? 

| Beat the drum, ' ' * 7 
Ve come--Row de don, . 
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No ching des he five, 01 
Riſks his life, 
While the fiſfe— 
Twittle, twittle, twero; 
Row de dow, de dow, 
Tvittle, twittle, twero. 


— 


. 
Havock ſplits his ear O 
Groans abound, . 
Trumpets . 

Ran tan, tan ta, rero, 
Twittle, twittle, twero. 


IV. 
Then the FOR he'll bear o! 
Muſqets roar, 
Small ſhot pour; 
Rat a tat, too, tero, 


Pop, pop, pop, 
Twittle, twittle, twero. 


5 

What brings up the rear O? 
In comes Death, 
Stops his breath, 


Good-bye yalianthero!: 
' Twin, twittle, Rat a tat 


n pops Row, de do, de. be, 
SONG 
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SONG m. — n. Atxo.d, 

Drummer, Me, Mos z. 

My tight fellow ſoldiers, prepare for your foes, 

Fight away for the cauſe of the jolly red roſe; 

Never flinch while you live, ſhould * meet 8 

with your death, — 

There's no fear that you'll run, * be quite 

e out of breath: Pp 

Then be true to your colours the Lancaſter 
choſe, - | 


And the laurel entwine with the mw red 
_ roſe, 


chers. Then he rut, be — 


3 1 

He who follows for honour che FEY and the 
fife, f 
May perhaps have the lock to ger honcur for 
Ives 
And he who for money makes fighting bis trade, | 


Le him now face the foe, hel be handſomely 


paid. 


. . 
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8 
cc Tho- bits like hailſtones ſhou'd whiz round 
Fe tus, 
Each man muſt pvſh on when kis orders he 
hears ; . 
March will ſoon be che word, he who flops i is 
in fault: 
When the battle is finiſh'd, you'll all of you 
| Chorus. Then be true, &. 
Iv. | 
The fght fairly done, mp brave boys of the 
„ 
How we'll talk o'er our cups of the havock 
ye ve made! 


How we'll talk, if we ence kill a ces or two, 
Of a a hundred more n that — 
Ib 


Chorus. 
Then my tight fellow-ſoldiers prepare for your 


foes, Sg 
And the laurel entwine with the mn red 
roſe. 
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Grand Chorus of Saldern. x. An dern 


Strike! the God of conqueſt ſheds 
| Hs chojceſt laurels on qur heads; 
M. rs with fury darting eye, 
Sqmaaths his brow and ſtalks before OY 
Leading our triumphant chorus - 

Hand in hand with victory: . 
And bark! the und ring drum and fife* 8 ann 

tone, 
With brazen trumper's lang, proclaim the day 
or Own. LE | 


Exp or THz FinsT ACT. 


» EZ W. Carcorr,, M. B. 
Ola Wards. © 


Wurrr arte Gr in court began 
5 To wear long hanging lee ves, | 
-” He entertain'd three ſervigg men, 

And all of them were thieves. 


The firſt he was an Iriſhm 
= The ſecond was 8 Scot, 
F e 


The Iriſhman lov'd Uſquebaugh, 
| The Scot lov'd ale, cail'd blue cap; 
The Welchman he lov'd toafted theeſe, 
And made his mouth like a mouſe- 


trap. OY | 
Vinton | 


(12) 
Ufquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, 
The Scot was drown'd in ale; 
The Welchman had like to ve been choak'd 


with a mouſe, 
Bur be relra her our by the an. 


— CAT C H—Dr. Aanz. 
Bua, quoth the Blue-fy. 
LURK oer the green- eu, 


Mum let us be; 
Lurk, and mum's the word 


We watch the footſtep, with ears to the as. 
En to the ground. 


* 


End or | THE SECOND Aer, I 


VIII .-S © N G- u. AxnorD. 
Foal, Mr. R. PAL MER. 


To arms, to arms, when Captains cry, 
Wich a heigho! the trumpets blow 
To legs, to legs, brave boys, ſay J. 8 
Heigho ! 
I needs muſt go. 
| SIE 
Arrows reift begin to fly, 
With a heigho! Twang goes the bow! 
And Soldiers tumble down and die: 
Heigho! ES 
I'll nat do fo. 
5 
Whizzing by come balls of lead, 
With a heigho! thump they go---- 
Tall men grow ſhorter by the head 1 
Heigho! 
Id rather grow. 


of Ir 
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ec 
In time of trouble I'm away, 
With a heigho l- Ill winds blow, 
But always ready at pay day. 


SONG and CHORUS of nuke 
Dr. AnNoLD. 


- 1 Women. 

Noo DRIFTED ſnow no more is ſeen, 
Bluſt' ring winter paſſes by; 

Merry ſpring comes clad in green, 
While woodlarks pour: their melody ; 

TT hear him!---hark! 

The merry lark . 

Calls us to the new-mown bey, 

| Piping to our roundelay, 

” 24 Viilager. 
When the golden ſun appears 
On the mountain's ſurly brow, 

| When his jolly beams he rears, ' 

Darting joy; behold them now. 
Then, then, Oh, hark! 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 


Piping to our roundelay. : 


ecu) 
3d Villager. 
When the village-boy to field 
Tramps it with the buxom laſs, 
Feign ſhe wou'd not ſeem to yield, 
Let gets her tumble on the graſs : 
Then, then, Oh hark! 

The merry lack, 3 5 
While they tumble in the bay, . 
: Pipes alone his roundelay. 
445ͥ0b Villager. ; 

What are honours ! What's a Court! AD 
Calm content is worth them all; 


Dur honour lies in cudgel ſport, 


Our brighteſt Court a 3 ball. 
But then— Oh, hark! 0 


The merry lark 
Call us to the nen-mown n hays 


SONG 
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Gregory Gubbins, Mr. Er pwr 1. 
Moderation and Aue 
IN an old quiet pariſh, on e, healthy, 


old moor, 
Stands my maſter's old gate, whoſe 01d chreſhold 
1s wore I 
With many an old friend, who for Ever would | 
can 
a And I uncork d the old Shetry—qhin 1 bad 
raſted before ; 


But it was in enen. ke. 


a n. 1 6: 

T bw had an old quiet F. of the ſer 

viants was the head, 

And kept the key of the old * and old 
plate, and chipp'd the brown bread: 

If an odd old barrel was miſſing, it was eaſily 


” 
» of g 


- fad, 3 8 
That the very old beer was ane morning found | 
—_— „3 


But this was in moderation, &c, 


3 
111. 
But we had a good old cuſtom when the week 
did begin, 
To ew by my accounts, I had not waſted a pin; 
For my Lord, though he was bountiful, —_— 
__ waſte was a fin, | 
And never wou'd lay out much, but when my 
8 
But ſtill it was moderation, Kc. 
5 
Good lack! good lack! how once e Dame Fortune. 
did frown! _ 
I left my old quiet pantry, to > trudge from town 
to town; 
Worn quite off my legs in ſearch of chumps, 
bobs, and cracks on the crown; 
I was fairly knock'd up, and very near foully 
__ knock'd down. : 
, Oh! it was a wonderful alteration! | 


If our plunder prove but good, 
To our cavern under-ground, 


And in wine, remorſe is drown'd. 


— dah hb, 
We are ſpirits tall, and true; 
We a life of hardſhip know— 
Stand's the word we ne'er have fled 


| Cleave the coward comrade's head 


( 34:3 


S8 0 N G XI.—9 . Av. n. 
Firſt Robber, Mr. Bannrerzn, 


When we ſtout Free- booters prowl, 
Striking terror and diſmay 


In the poor benighted ſoul, 


. . 
*Tis when night her mantle throws 


Oer the foreſt dark and deep, 


When the haraſs'd mind its woes 


Eulls in ſoft and balmy ſleep. = 4 


We ſteal, in ſilence thro' the wood, 


Thus we ſtour Free-booters, cee. 


Gentle Peace, wer'e not for you. 


Never ſhall while we have breath ; 


Who trembles at the name of death. 


( 19 ) 


Why ſhould mortals fear to fall? 
Why from riſque and danger fly, 
When we know the end of all, 


In peace, or peril, is to die? 
Then let tout  fee-boores, &c, 


/ 


XII. Crorvs of Villagers. Dr. AzxotD. 


SEA-GIRT England---fertile land, 
Plenty from her richeſt ſtores, 
Ever with benignant hand 5 
Her treaſure on your boſom pours. 

England to yourſelf be true; 
When your realm is truly bleſt, 
Tis when a Monarch's love for you 
Is by your loyalty confeſt, 


THE END. 
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